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Satellite of Love 


Jon had a feeling he knew what the three sitting around David's laptop were srickering at. Joe had sent him an 
e-mail about an hour ago letting him know the show was over and what time his plane would land in Jersey. 
The time frame meant only one thing: the guys had pictures from the show. 

"Whatcha laughing at?" he asked, even though they knew he knew. 


Richie waved him over. Picture of Sav on the screen. Scroll down. Joe - blue shirt, black pants. Jon sighed; he 


knew exactly what was coming. Richie snickered more and scrolled down again 
The jacket. That stupid tiger jacket. 

"I think your man could use some fashion tips, Jon," David said. 

"Can't you get one of your fashion buddies to help him out?" 


"Why's it a tiger coat, anyway?" Tico asked. "| mean - Leppard?" 


'| bet it's a statement,” said Richie. "Like, leopards are so badass we wear you tiger jerks for coats, or some 


shit. Right?" 
Jon just shrugged, laughing with them. "I have no idea And if we're done here, I'm gonna head home." 
"Ask him about the tiger thing!" Richie called as he walked out. 


Someday he was gonna break an ankle tripping over shit in his hurry to the bedroom to get to his bureau. Top 
drawer, hidden under several classier things, were his favorite pajama pants in the world. Comfy as all Hell, and 


carrying the warm peace of being handmade. 


Yeah, he was forty-fucking-four and his Mom still made him clothes sometimes. He couldn't stop her if he 


tried, seriously. 
Anyway. Settled into his comfy pants, Jon flopped back on the bed and waited. 


It wasn't long, only a few minutes really, before the door opened and closed and Joe hollered up the stairs. "You 


home, luv?" 
"Yeah, upstairs." 


"Remind me," Joe said, over the muffled sounds of heavy footsteps on carpeted stairs, "next time | offer to 


take a taxi here, how much | bloody hate taxis." 

"Will do," Jon said, watching as Joe stripped down to his shorts once he was in the bedroom. 
"Seen any pictures yet?" 

"Couple. You looked fucking hot" 


It was a bit of an unspoken agreement between them, really. Jon never mentioned how much he hated that 


stupid fucking coat Joe loved so much.. 


„and Joe didn't breathe a word about the rocket ship print on Jon's pajamas. 


